at high-water mark, but since the pi Houghton (one should have thought ance), has overflowed on a thousa: Another great object of his jealous Mr. Fox: my brother made him a fo the other morning, and in a set spe an hour, begged his pardon for not i the Mutiny Bill, which, he said, waj in by him, though Mr. Fox assur farther hand in it than from his oi when my brother went to live at Fr him to employ his tradesmen at Wi] ing his interest in that borough, went to the Duke of St. Albans13, spoke (nor indeed was his acquainta greater), and notified to him, that i Grace should have any contest wi borough, he should certainly espous the Duke stared at so strange and ui Pigwiggin's Princess has mis-pig; believe, of that family, for you know Adieu!
291.   To HORACE
Stri
I AM come hither for a few days, torrent of diversions, and am writin bow-window with a tranquillity ai fear, I am grown old enough to preJ ments, in which the whole worlc week. We have at last celebratec, as were all the various bands of music that were disposed in different parts of the garden; some like huntsmen with French horns, some like peasants, and a troop of harlequins and scaramouches in the little open temple on the mount. On the canal was a sort of gondola, adorned with flags and streamers, and filled with music, rowing about. All round the outside of the amphitheatre were shops, filled with Dresden china, japan, &c., and all the shopkeepers in mask. The amphitheatre was illuminated; and in the middle was a circular bower, composed of all kinds of firs in tubs, from twenty to thirty feet high: under them orange-trees, with small lamps in each orange, and below them all sorts of the finesttem of emigra-
